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They grow wherever there is water. 

From the sea they mostly look white. Thin concrete skin over bay-shores, lake 
shores, riverbanks. Barnacles on a sea rock? 

Dome of foul air full of radio squeaks and TV signals, foulness flowing into the very 
waters that made them come to be. “Hard, flat, incurable sore,” Baltimore, James Agee. 

Inside millions of terrified Beings scurry about through senseless mazes of tunnels 
and lanes. The noise is unendurable. Every sense is insulted. Everybody rushing 
about on some incomprehensible errand someone forced him to do at pain of death. 
“Faces insane with Purpose,” William Burroughs. 

Designed to protect everyone inside from everything outside, ( “country” they called 
it ) gradually there was no “outside.” Lots of danger, in._ 

Now these things, Cities, kept getting bigger and bigger and faster and faster, the 
people getting more and more crazed. Finally a lot of them couldn’t do it anymore, you 
see them in giant madhouses scrubbing a single marble step for .20 years, or the guy who 
wants to set the record for most wallets in “Leather Therapy,” makes only one kind, a 
fast kind, can’t get him to stop for lunch some days. 

Leads to Final City, Tap City, any one of a dozen ways. Temperature Inversion in 
London 1962 killed 5,000 in 3 days — mostly old folks or folks with lung trouble any¬ 
way, but they took to thinking about it, measuring it, and figured if the trapped air hung 
for 5 days, instead of 3, it would do in the whole population, man and boy. 7 million, ■ 
give or take a couple thousand. 

Water does it in 5 days, too, many cities so vulnerable $50 worth of TNT in just the 
right place (there is only one aqueduct feeding City after City after City ), then all the 
taps would just not drip anymore. Millions killing each other for a cup of water. Or 
every summer of the world 3 inches of rainfall in 24 hours or so, and Chicago just stops. 
Elevators don’t run, electrical centers short out, basements flood: “Wiped out,” they 
say, bewildered. “$5,000 for the game room, not even counting the pool table. I can’t 
understand it, never happened before.” Every summer of the world. 

Not many years ago the guy in New York who watched the water-pressure guages all 
night was suddenly terrified to see every dial leaping about like crazy. He ran around 
twisting dials and pressing buttons, then everything went crazy again and he had to 
turn all back to “Normal” they call it. Took several days to figure it out. It happened 
on the first commercial of the I Love Lucy show. Everybody in New York getting up and 
flushing the toilet at the exact moment. They had to put a TV set in the water-pressure 
control room so he’d be ready. Got so he could play it just dandy, like an organ. 

Leads to Final City, Tap City. You don’t even have to figure the Atom Bomb. 









































'The trouble with organization is it’s just like perfection, the more yc 
more you want,” said Gertrude Stein. 

City is so Human. It may well be our tragic flaw, seeing City as our Mindless 
Evolution, irreversible, Man’s way of changing, not Biological? Is he doomed tq 
overspecialize this way? City for Man like the Ptefodactyl flew his huge carcass 
with his little finger? Pinky finally 6 feet long and a web of skin for wing, till nof 
enough animals big enough to feed him and he cashed in? 

Who knows? Enough Doomstalk. What to do? Today? 

II 

Co-lively 

No use going through Sociological crap how breakdown of family-church-commun¬ 
ity-morals “we lost our roots” cause fidgety kids in the suburbs, build huge head- 
shrink industry, drives us all to dope. Let 10 grand a year people in Universities 
and Buck’s County Mansions grind out their huge sad books on “Grants” they call 
them, and let these books sit unreadable on more and more inaccessible library 
shelves. There is not enough time. 

Instead, look at spontaneous solutions now being created by hundreds of thou¬ 
sands of kids who woke up early, finally, wised up to the big scam. 

I remember a 1959 gathering in Big Sur with Kerouac, McClure, Neil Cassidy, 
me, Lenore Kandel, Kirby Doyle, Ferlinghetti, and all assorted manner of minstrels 
and painters, their ladies and kids. Every one of us had the same car. A Jeep 
Station wagon, variously equipped for various survival patterns, not planned, the 
it was just that that Jeep Station wagon, then, got the job done. 


Today it’s even more exciting,Tar more general and creative. VW buses, Cam¬ 
pers, Ford and Chevy Econo-wagon type things, retired Hearses, delivery trucks, 
”d really like to have one of those red Gallonno Linen-service outfits, and the all- 
time champ still has to be Kesey’s “Further” bus with its ball-park size square- 
baffled speaker on outrageous roof. 

Inside these outfits are 6 to 15 folks, on their way. Where? That’s what’s 
being invented. We’ll have to wait. “Naturally you cannot think about, you cannot 
formulate a thing until after that thing has been made,” said Gertrude the Wise. 

The living-groups, the houses, are even more interesting, not so much because 
they’re so new, every group of immigrants has had to band together to save work 
and money, but because the style is gradually taking on a very workable and beauti¬ 
ful form. When the fuzz decided to rid the Hashbury of the Hippies they made 60 
citations for breaking of codes, and only 12 of these were Hippie pads. How pleased 
But how awful to discover our neighbors, those sweet square types, 
very filthy? 

When they did succeed in busting the major Digger house (which, on several 
occasions managed to get free bunks for 300 homeless tired people), the Diggers’ 
answer was to start 30 more such establishments, stretching, on this coast, from 
somewhere near Santa Barbara to Oregon borderland as far East as New Jersey, 
The addresses are now not findable in the Chronicle. The sizes are smaller but the 
total "capacity is greater. Who wants to sleep in a bunkroom with 300 people? Also, 
row is: bust a Digger House and we start 30 more. 30 seemed like a good num- 
Why not? 

But it brings up a word problem of great importance, at least to me, the Poel 
being a Namer of things, what are we to call these homes, these buses and cars 
these groups? 

“Communes?” The vision of red-necked senators and their dim brains making 
all into “Commies” (another word they only, will ever know as “bad” - they 
don't-even care why anymore). “Co-op,” though blamelessly American and so forth, 

_ afraid, too square. 

Others object to “Digger-Pad,” they’re on their own macrobiotic kick, shave 
their heads, and (though frugal) don’t want to tear up dollars and shower the shards 
Dn the heads of the NY Stock Exchange. 

I suggest the word “Co-lively.” Those who’ve suggested "Tribe” have for¬ 
gotten that you’re born into a tribe, no Shoshone in his right mind would wander into 
Sioux camp unless he had pretty well figured out something to say to that chief, 
The other rejected words I will spare you. Try them out. 

But you can say “Co-lively.” “Why don’t you fall by our colively in Mendo¬ 
cino?” Or, .“Let’s take our colively boat to Mexico, man, this fog is really bring¬ 
ing me down.” Or, “There’s a pretty corner on our colively ranch where you guy: 
could set up just the scene you’re talking about.” 

Co-Liveliness in thousands of buses and cars and campsites and mountains an< 
Jgtream-sides and City Pads. The already invented or being-invented answer tc 
Final City, Tap City. The way out Is out. M 


















At the outset let me say, having just made a 
brief excursion back to the area in which I grew up 
(West Texas, New Mexico), that one of the most 
noteworthy things about the existence of the new 
drop cities (New Buffalo, Drop City and Drop City 
South, at Taos, N.M., Trinidad, Colo., and Placi- 
tas, N.M., respectfully) is the courage on the part 
of the people (families) who are attempting to esta¬ 
blish them. 

Of course hostility is evident almost every¬ 
where in whatever venture people who have dropped 
out and dropped into the bag of Love and Respon¬ 
sibility, but, because of the geographical isola¬ 
tion (relative) they are more easily discernable 
Targets._ __ 

So called “building inspectors” who have 
probably never before shown up in such small, 
primarily Spanish-American communities as Placi- 
tas, now do so. Although to this point, it is my 
impression that official harassment has been as 
minimal as one might expect-given the circum¬ 
stances of the revolution. 

And, equally, in terms of the geography of the 
Southwest, there is some great amount of idealism 
and courage in attempting to construct self-sus¬ 
taining communities in such an arid environment. 
Here, of course, the local Indians and the Spanish- 
Americans, as I have been told, have been of some 
help, and, if this kind of detente between the com¬ 
munes and the native populaces is expanded and 
nourished, undoubtedly there will be even more 
rewarding instances of these exchanges. 

Let me say that, as far_as I know, the two 
indigenous groups I have just mentioned are, also, 
on the whole receptive to what these people are 
attempting. Economically the three groups are 
similar (poor, monetarily', for the most part) and 
certainly in the general sense of the center of their 
attentions being at least away from the geometrical 
progression of self-aggrandizing materialism, they 
are compatible, albeit the forms of sacrament and/ 
or disciplines may vary widely. 

Out of this—fortunately comes humerous anec¬ 
dotes. I was told (apocryphal?) that the idea 
someone had at New Buffalo of giving a new litter 
of puppies away to the neighboring Indians was 
discarded when they were told that the dogs were 
not “fat enough.” The implication being clear. 
But such things are necessary in the evolution of 
the communities. 

What is important is that despite whatever 
Apparent Realities, eithet for better or worse, the 
fact that such a detente is possible and that inter¬ 


action is taking place. Surely, these are the first 
“Americans” who have not approached these 
people with the hypocracies of superiority, nob¬ 
lesse oblige, condescension, and exploitation with 
the exception of the few in the Southwest who have 
always shared a respect and love for what was of 
value in their traditions, such as LaFarge, D.H. 
Lawrence, Aldous Huxley, etc. 

To this point I have been speaking in rela¬ 
tively general terms, but I would like to take up 
several points crucial to any evaluation of the 

First, the type of people who inhabit them. 
Timothy Leary maintains that in any tribal or com¬ 
munal attempt, the heterosexual, traditional man/ 
woman (husband/wife, etc.) relationship must be 
the core around which this must be built, if it is to 
remain secure and self-perpetuating. I agree. 

This is certainly true of Drop City South. 
There the core and the reality of the City are the 
families. Perhaps greater maturity plays a part 
here. In the sense that these men and women have 
been through and explored the possibilities of the 
bourgeois type of family life in America, and con¬ 
sequently, as one friend expressed it, they have to 
make it work. And, remember, these are families 
and as with the earliest settlers, given certain 
crucial distinctions, are people with a great deal 
they could lose, already having forsaken the illu¬ 
sory comforts which, for example, suburbia affords. 

It is obvious that frequently younger men and 
women can, depending on the individual, rational¬ 
ize or justify a kind of insurance psychology that 
would dictate that when the going gets really 
tough, they can simply leave. 

Not so, obviously, with the man and wife and 
their children who have put a great deal of love 
and labor into constructing their relationship 
inextricably within the context of the commune 
they have created. There is no going South for 
them in the winter. They do not want to leave 
their homes. And whether or not one believes in 
the validity of teaching by example it is these core 
family units that can supply the example. 

I would of course maintain that there is much 
efficacy in the example one might set for another, 
surely for a younger person. The Master and the 
worshipful Acolyte and the perpetuation of this 
cycle is as old as civilization. 

When visiting my very old and dear friends at 
Drop City South, the most embryonic of these 
communities, it was obvious that the majority of 
the work being done on their domes, in this case 


a variation on the geodesic dome, constructed of 
wood, overlaid with flattened car tops, multi¬ 
colored, was by the family men. 

I must admit to being somewhat critical of 
some of the younger people, single, who were on 
their own trips, but even so, one could easily 
discern that these younger men and women had 
charged these more mature men and women, and 
they themselves, with the challenge of seeing 
them continue on. 

Or, that in the same manner one might test 
his or her parents for the trueness of their love, 
here too the younger persons were involved in 
just such a test. I think one could accurately say 
that this would work in any such attempt. For any¬ 
one thinking of beginning this difficult kind of 
work, albeit a labor of great love and devotion, he 
or she or they should certainly be apprised of 
the great responsibility they have towards the 
young in securing the success of the City. 

It almost goes without saying one would be 
acting with a greater ethic not to begin such work 
if, in examining oneself or the conditions or any 
combination of same, the possibility of the com¬ 
pletion of the city would be a tenuous one. 

Secondly, one is confronted with the religious 
or sacramental. The use of psychedelics is inex¬ 
tricably bound up with both the changes in the 
individuals which lead to their initial dropping 
out and in the nature of the communities. And 
while the perhaps infinity of possibilities for the 
trip of any given person(ality) cannot ever be 
overemphasized, again the family, the family bags 
and the others, is itself a kind of liturgy which is 
necessarily going to condition the various psy¬ 
chedelic experiences. 

It is of course not necessary for anyone in 
any of the communities to use psychedelics. Most 
have at one time or another, but my impression 
seems to be, and at Drop City South, I heard Steve 
Katona, one of its founders, say as much, that the 
evolution and development of the Tribe’s or Fam¬ 
ily’s interpersonal relationships had grown, due to 
the huge task involved, into such a profound en- 
trustment that for many of these people the use of 
psychedelics had diminished greatly, if not alto¬ 
gether disappeared. 

Diet seems to vary widely. Not perhaps as 
widely as the neighborhood supermarket would 
appear to offer, but whether the particular indivi¬ 
duals might be on macrobiotic or vegetarian, etc., 
diets, there appears to have been ample food 
available to the members, cont. on pg. 24 
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Esifos means 
Eternity hr ealGng 
throiwh into Time 


History unfolding like a bursting star. The 
present opening upon itself so that every scien¬ 
tist may become a seer, every academic a pro- i 
phet. Kairos. A time when ten thousand voices < 
in a multitude of strange new tongues struggle 
to utter a single thought: The atom’s soul is 
nothing but energy. Spirit blazes in the dull¬ 
est clay. The life of every man—the heart of it— 
is pure and holy joy. 

How can we speak of joy on this dark and suf¬ 
fering planet? How can we speak of anything 
else? We have heard enough despair. We have 
heard enough clever restatement of the same 
sick old doctrine of Original Sin. Those who dis¬ 
may at humanity’s condition have had their turn 
upon the stage. They have offered intricate 
critiques, sinuous analyses of everything that is 
wrong with mankind, leaving unanswered only 
the questions they have almost forgotten how to 
ask: What do we do now? How do we change it 
all? How do we act to make our society and our¬ 
selves whole? At a time when at last we have 
all the means at hand to end war, poverty and 
racial insanity, the prophets of despair discover 
no vision large enough to lead men to the 
merely possible. 

This is a time for action, not analysis. No 
man can sleep secure while others suffer, 
one of us must go on working in the usual 
and political ways to help reduce the fever that 
saps men of their natural joy. But this is not 
enough. We must not merely ameliorate man’s 
heritage of pain; we must create anew. We must 
not merely analyze maladies; we must show 
people the way towards their own true selves so 
that, filled with the joy of learning, loving and 
being, they will study hatred and war no more. 

.We must build new societies that seek, not 
empires oh the face of the earth, but 
frontiers in the infinitely rich and varied 
-countryside of humanity. 

Listen to the new voices in a time of 
Here is what they are saying: Ever since the 
of man first learned to think and hope, men 
been haunted by an irrepressible dream-that the 
limits of human ability lie beyond the boundaries 
of the imagination; that every human being uses 
only a fraction of his abilities; that there must 
be some way for everyone to achieve far more of 
what is truly his to achieve. History’s greatest 
prophets, mystics and saints have dreamed even 
more boldly, saying that all men are somehow 
one with God. The dream has survived history’s 
failures, ironies and uneven triumphs, sustained 
more by intuition than by facts. 

Now, however, the facts are beginning to 
in. Science has at last turned its attention to 
the central questions of human capabilities. 

Looking deep into the brain, it finds unsuspected 
wave forms so subtle and complex as to suggest 
that, for all practical purposes, the human 
creative capacity is infinte. Looking afresh into 
htiman action, it finds new ways for ordinary 
people to achieve what appear to be miracles 
of feeling and doing. It is a beginning, a glim¬ 
mering, a curtain opening: What the mystics 

lyptic plain, but in the laboratory, the 
classroom, the home. Here is the century’s big¬ 
gest news. If we read it right, life on this planet 
will never again be the same. 

We speak for scientist*, religious leaders, edu¬ 
cators and interested citizens who have cast 
their lot with the future. We believe that all 
somehow possess a divine potentiality; that 
may be worked out—specific, systematic ways— 
to help, not the few, but the many towards a 
vastly expanded capacity to learn, to love, to 
feel deeply and to create. We reject the tired 
iualism that seeks God and human potentialities 
■>y denying, the joys of the senses, the immediacy 
af unpostponed life. We believe that most people ■ 
ran best find God and themselves through height¬ 
ened awareness of the world, increased commit- 
nent to the eternal in time. 

We believe, too, that, if the divine is present 
n the individual soul, it must be sought and 
:ound in men’s institutions as well; for people 
will not readily achieve individual salvation 
without a saving society. We envisage no mass 
novement, for we do not see people in the mass; 
ve look instead to revolution through constant 
nterplay between individual and group, each 
rhanging the other. 

The revolution has begun. Human life will be 
ransformed. How it will be transformed is up to 


lay George B. Leonard 
and Michael M-urphy 


. every inaicauon mar mey uo } men, mey are a ■ 
rtural for our own people: we live in groups, in I 

| communes, and the group is the basic unit in the I 

I Esalen dynamic. This stuff has been used to | 

p straighten out straights' - pass it on to heads to grow § 
I taller with, and it could be dynamite. 

Gary Goldhill 
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HYMN TO DVS BIp^W 

HYMN TO DR BIERCE AND THE OGILVIE 5I5TER9 


I dropped an apple'quarter on my drink 
Everything all wet and sticky 
What town is this ? What day 
what year? 


Hand is the same? Wrong again: 

This wrinkled, chapped and chillblained fist, 
This exquisitely experienced appendage... 


Somebody else’s eyes hurt in a different town 
Stale tough gelatine, old boiled eggs 
The mushroom warped and scarred. 
Blackening purple toes^ 

None of us corpuscles travel there any more; 
Ears gone baggy and purple" 

"The woods decay, the woods decay and fall!” 

What do you know what do you see 
Walk in sunshine rains on me 
Drops of water spray from trees 
Wind knots my whirly hair 

Imperial Palace plum trees blossom now 


0 tell me it’s only temporary 
A slight pause while the operator changes 

all to Coming glass of Denmark Pennsylvania 

0 don’t disappoint me, I hear 
pages turning Haydn 
quince blossom tits bright coral 
Jack London's great blue eye 
(Did you remember to bring the gin?).. 

Passional diseasHions/bronze German song 

PHRASE 

wind? 

Jack London lovely skin 
The changed operator. 

The temporary Danish. 

Pennsylvania coral blossom. 

Bronze alcohol. 

Jack lion glass coral cock and balls 
* "'"'“'"Blue eye gin blond London 
A glassy pause tit skin don't. 

Passional winding phrase 
Palpitant quince. Blind Haydn. 

Blue German dong. Gin. Phrase. Wind 
glass in Pennsylvania bronze 
Lovely temporary Jack pause. 

Pennsylvania operator balls quince. 

Alcohol turning coral.temporary. 

Bright german disease in blossoms 
Tell Jack: slight bronze pages 
wind me disappoint me , 
glass? 
coral? 

Haydn? 

Slide back just a little bit and , 


Now Imperial Palace plum trees flower 
All this aged skin dances one more time 
Between the pine tree and the plum 

Deathless and singing, freed from time’s dusfy bag, 0 Love 
We return again! throb throb throb throb throb throb throb 

splurt! . splurt! splurt! splurt! splurt! 
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VOU CAN HOLD IT IN YOUR HANDS...BULNCT IN YOUR MIND 


(sowttmum 


Teors sliding slowly 
up a forehead. 

Plastic heartbeats echoing 
amidst chromium rqfters. 
Clarity of desecration. - 
Turn yourself on 
with a diamond needle . . 
travel with us in ' • 

your favorite color. 
ROTARY CONNECTION 
fi;om Cadet/Concept 
a slight deviation 
from the norm 
LP/LPS 312 
Single: 

Like a Rolling Stone. 
bw Turn Me On 

























































































































































It’s the Body who bre’athes, I breathe the Body in, U 
the Body breaches me out! 

From electrical sponges'of porous Fire ' 

flashing thru nectar rainbows who,take their shifts of color 
from sunlit permanent woMds, dark forces & gliding _ 
beasts whirl & revolVe hotj universes 

out of their heads! Streams of glowing — 

juices swirl in arteries rfom their green eyes ^ 0^6 
to moving points of my Bod/ m 

inside & outside and join in cosmic romance 
in the depths'tff embracing surfaces, - 

> 0 I is a walking lung! 

L Stars are lungs who 
l burn bfue-in the. centers of flowers that 


open and close as I pass, and the 
:nt rhythnfic streams we send out k 
nothingness between us in the air 


down thru these undersea floorspack to the bottom 
to curtain windows of fltlantean chambers 
where huge gods recline throbbing brealhy bubbles of 
animate creatures of Fire & 3ir outward 
. bursting thru each surface, succeeding each other 
in swift prowling breaths, long migrations of 
ravenous hammepbeats breathing! 

Disappearing thru colliding surfaces of waves 
to their centers,drawing in ^pikey snake^tails after them, 

a rattling diamond hook at the./nd left dangling 
outside links all surfaces together 
while inside the outcurliij^'litards of breath’s fire 
contemplate schemes and watery maps of new attack into 
snpp movements, cracking whips of Breath 
swung out Across worlds! 

Cracfied'dV the fierce Mastedof the Body 

. don mountainous' high peaks of animate light, 

0 i£s this Body of.Ip'ght who breathes! Our Body 
, "upright in movements & leaps of space! 

And dowiHefo^all around us in the fiery vborlds 
ferocious sleepers crouch as his whip cracks out! 


Daniel Moore' 



^ or undersea — . 

^ or in resounding booms in Vic ^ C 

■ wood of undersea Table?surfacing in thunderous white swells 




■ suddenly to greet me, invisible splatters of black waves iH 

PI shivering off them dropping in wet sheets - 













There’s a certaiq truth in that. 

Therefore, we are going to find that in the 
year 2000, which is not very far off, that we are 
going to realize that it is our sacred and solemn 
duty to learn how to enjoy total luxury. Very 
seriously. Because, as I pointed out in the 
very beginning, talking about utopia today is no 
longer a sort of wishful fantasy, it’s a grim neces¬ 
sity. There is no alternative, except utopia, to 
the direction we are presently taking. Tjhe dir¬ 
ection of destruction. 

We’ve got to have the nerve, you know, the 
damned cheek, to stand up and say, “Yes, we 
are going to enjoy ourselves as much as possi¬ 
ble. Now, let me point out that that is a high art. 
It isn’t easy. In case any of you want to feel a 
bit masochistic, and many people do because 
they don’t feel that they’ve contributed to soci¬ 
ety unless they’ve suffered during the day. 

Now, I want to propose an entirely new and 
adventurous form of suffering which is the art of 
enjoying yourself as much as possible and accep¬ 
ting, full-heartedly, the real physical possibility 
of immense prosperity. Now, the problem of this 
is what we call fatigue. That consciousness is 
a peculiar neurological phenomenon which gets 
bored rather easily. So that when a certain stim¬ 
ulus is given to consciousness for a period of 
time, it ceases to notice it. And, then for lack 
of anything to do, it seeks out another one. 

And, therefore, people who are permanently 
comfortable cease to notice that they’re comfor¬ 
table. You know very well, when you were 
worried financially, you're constantly preoccupied 
because you didn’t have enough money and then 
suddenly you got enough money. You were very 
happy for a few days and then you started worry- 
'ig about your health. Nature abhors a vacuum. 

Therefore, all high pleasure must go hand in 
hand with a certain degree of asceticism. Very 
skillful cooks and gourmets are different from 
gourmands, The French distinction between gour¬ 
met and gourmand is extremely important. A 
gourmand is a person who just shoves it down- 
trencherman. A gourmet takes it subtly. He 
doesn’t ever over-drink. He doesn’t ever over¬ 
eat. He’s fussy, particular and disciplined be¬ 
cause he attends to the art of cooking as a very 
business so that he mustn’t ever fatigue 
himself with it. That’s one of the major tasks 
in front of us. And that goes hand in hand with 
the other thing which must occur as a form of 
change of spirit in technology if we are to bring 
[bout this kind of prosperity. 

Hitherto, the spirit motivating technology has 
een unfriendly to the physical environment. We 
have spoken of the technological enterprise as 
man’s conquest of nature. As if man were an 
lien in the universe, was something that came 
[to this world from outside, that is to say from 
the abstract world, and landed in the concrete 
1 incarnate in the human body, and therefore, 
i- abstract spirit at odds with his physical 
prison; it was his duty on this earth to order by 
iolence his physical prison and make it submit 
i his will. 

As a result of that, we have a type of tech- 
)logy which, with few exceptions, is purely 
exploitive and destructive. It's chief symbol is 
the bull-dozer-that great metal bar which will 
shove down mountains in ghastly fulfillment of 
the prophecy in the Bible that every valley shall 
he exalted and the mountains laid low and the 
rough places made plain. So, the progressive 
Los Angelization of the world—I knew I’d get 
away with that in San Francisco—is going ahead. 

What is fundamentally important to all this 
change, if it is going to happen at all, and could 
indeed happen, is a change in the individual 
human being’s consciousness of his own exis- 
vis-a-vis, face to face with nature. We 
been brought up to experience ourselves as 
separate souls or egos occupying bodies and 
confronted with a world of nature that, since the 
disappearance of God at the end of the 19th cen¬ 
tury, is a profoundly stupid environment consis- 
ing of animals who are not very bright, rocks 
rhich are quite clearly stupid, and other elec¬ 
tronic, forces which have only rationality in so 
r as our physicists can impose it upon them. 
Therefore, we feel quite alienated from the out- 
de world. We feel that we are mere occurrences, 
e arrive in this world for a short time and then 
disappear forever. So make the best of it while 
an. We have absolutely no idea of exper¬ 
iencing our relationship to the physical universe 
both ecologists and physists know it to be. 


The ecologist knows that a human being or any 
other organism is not something that comes into 
this world from somewhere else but is an expres¬ 
sion of it; grows out of it like fruit from a tree. 
And it’s absolutely imperative that we realize 
this. Because only on the basis of that new 
kind of conception of the human being, or felling 
of human existence, can we have the motivation 
for developing a technology which will cooper¬ 
ate with the environment instead of merely des¬ 
troying it. 

If you are a great wine-bibber and you love to 
drink, you must realize that with that goes a love 
of grapes. And if nuclear energy in the end 
turns the planet into a star that may be the way 
all of the stars were made. But, you see, you 
won’t disappear. The important thing to realize, 
you see, is that if this goes on and on and that’s 
the process, then whatever new human beings of 
whatever kindfinsects, mammals, fish, people- 
wherever they come into being,-each one of them 



Wheels. Mobility. Real families. Co- 
livelies. The use of all this generous and 
undemanding Planet. Earth. At will. With 
loved one, friends. It is all in our heads 
and. hands, my grandfather used to say. They 
can’t take that away from you. And we can 
take it anywhere. And wait. 

Ill 

It is quite clear that gluttony, greed, lack 
of compassion have caused America to be¬ 
come the most despised nation on this Earth. 
And the sad thing is, as my Polish wife tells 
me, we were and still could be, the hope of 
all. Instead we have not one friend on earth 
despite the babblings of that Texas million¬ 
aire in Washington. 

We face great holocausts, terrible catas- 
trophies, all American cities burned from 
within, and without. 

However, our beautiful Planet will germi¬ 
nate, underneath this thin'skin of City the 
green will come back to crack these side¬ 
walks. The stinking air will blow away at 
last, the bays flow Clean. 

And there will be signs. We will know 
when to slip away and let these murderous 
fools rip themselves to pieces. 

In the meantime, stay healthy, there are 
hundreds of miles tq walk and work. Keep 
your mind. We will need.it. Stake out your 
colively retreat. Learn the berries the nuts - 
the fruit the small animals and plants. Learn 
water. 

Build whatever colively is your Way. 

For there must be good men and women in 
the mountains, on the beaches, in all the 
neglected beautiful places, that one day we 
come back to ghostly cities and set them 
right, at last. 

AND THERE MUST NOT BE A PLAN! It 
has always been the plan that did us in. 

In all that rubble, think of the beautiful 
trinkets we can wave above our heads as we 
dance! 

As we do right now. As we do RIGHT now! 

Meanwhile (1) Freak Out (2) Come back 
(3) Bandage the wounded and feed however 
many you can, and (4) Never Cheat. 


Lew Welch 


9-1-67 






through the 

government’s good rationing plan, which I was told 
was being threatened by the authorities at Drop 
City in Trinidad. Eventually, of course, each 
City intends to become self-sustaining by growing 
their own crops, etc. 

At Trinidad, the Domes are completed and 
have proven very successful in sheltering the 
Family.' New Buffalo and Drop City South are at 
present in. temporary quarters; the former in canvas 
Tipis and the latter in an old adobe complex 
close-by their Domes under construction. In short, 
the transitional machinations necessary to daily 
life seem to be there when needed. 

For one thing, the individuals involved are 
able and most of them have been in the Southwest 
long enough to be adept at securing the necessi¬ 
ties. What one is finally interested in is the 
eventual success or failure of the undertaking. 

There are certainly in American history many 
precedents for the Drop Cities. Oneida comes 
immediately to mind. Countless others have ap¬ 
peared only to fold in less than a generation. One 
could, of course, take the success of the Drop 
Cities as an article of faith in the Love Genera¬ 
tion, otherwise, one can certainly add that never 
before were the underlying reasons for such 
attempts as these as numerous, expansive, and as 
well-articulated as at present. 

Everywhere, it seems, people, even those far 
■removed from such a way of life, are at odds with 
the regimentation, alienation from their society 
and from themselves, and simply sheer drudgery of 
their lives. Equally, it seems that if means were 
readily available to drop out of this vicious cycle 
there would be no one who would not do so. 

I will not attempt here to go into why they do 
not in even greater numbers, but I can say that 
almost everyone agrees that there must be a better 
way. Drop City does not in any way represent a 
regression; it simply represents a rejection of the 
implied premise in the American way that truth 
and happiness can finally be made available in the 
accumulation of material accouterments at the 
expense, of spiritual growth, which everyone agrees 
is the final end to the activity of life. 

I emphasize those material accouterments 
which displace and distort and repress the mental 
and spiritual development. Comfort, while a rela¬ 
tive issue, is still what everyone desires. Drop 
City is not an attempt, wherever it might develop, 
to return to primitivism. The virtues and vices of 
technology will have to be reckoned with. Like¬ 
wise, population increases. But one thing the 
Drop City does represent is a channeling of ener¬ 
gies in a creative and meaningful manner. 

Perhaps the final solution is that all cities 
will become Drop Cities. That they will finally 
wake up to the truth that the present ones repre- 
The brotherhood of man, the importance of 
strong, but non-puritanically derived family units 
(in the fullest sense of that terjn) and activity that 
rewarding to the participants. 

What these cities represent it would seem are 
simply cities as they should be. Neither some- 
thing new nor unique. Neither primitive, so-called, 
progressive. But a community of people living 
fe as it was meant to be lived. Activity and 
ark but not out of external expectations or socie- 
1 illusions. 

rop City is one of many attempts at creating a 
humane organic alternate community with very 
little material resources in usually hostile en- 
iments. These communities rightfully dis¬ 
age curiosity seekers. The Oracle consi¬ 
ders them examples and explorations. Begin 
immunities and stay out of/their hair. 
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The Rock Machine is a machine with a soul. 


Scott McKenzie. The haunting voice. 

The soulful lyric. The beautiful feeling_ 

The Byrds. Trying their wings in 

Country and Western. Soaring_ 

The Peanut Butter Conspiracy. 

Spreading the word from the underground. 

The Great Conspiracy_Leonard Cohen. 

Novelist and poet, singing his songs. 

The voice of a beautiful mind.... 

The Don Ellis Orchestra. 

. Electric Bath. Reverb amplifiers, 
clavinets, loop delays and quarter- 
tone trumpets. Shocking_ 

The extemporary Sound on COLOMBIA RECORDS § 
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In Memoriam 



woman 


your body is a good design . 

to hold me 

to take 
the charge 

our corfting 
together 

coiled flesh glistening 
we two 
a 

becoming 


convoluted 


woman your body 
driven by a web of need 

crawling upward 


your cunt is a well of 


DAVID SANDBERG 


moving 

in a windowed 
world 

or trapped 

into a response 
(steam rising from swvsoaked 
house rooves after rain 

picking images 

from floors of stone 

wavering 

stalks of dread 

birds 

coming at us 

an attack of the senses 
filling the mind 

an . ( 

attack of 

FREEDOM! 

coming sure' 

looted 

across fields at 
night 

i am carried 
on a blade of breath far 
beyond 

my normal zones 


opening 

you take my root 
muscle 

driven deep into the flower of your being 
fantastic hot borer gentled 
by your depth 

suck it dry 

all the juices of my 
growing 

for your need 

your belly swollen 
earth'woman 

cloudless deep 

se a growth 
of mandrake 

from your thighs 

woman... . ■ 

>vife 


what crimes must i commit (did & do commit) to make an action, what motion is good 
motion, real motion? i sit bewildered, & make the keys go faster, my shoulder so sore still i 

& pained that typing is harder & harder, i should be a player piano. 

i search to seek, to give up, be done with seeking, to find, or i think to hold something i 
up, to myself mostly, & say, something like, look here shithead, this is the way to do it. but _ j 

can make no models of sturdiness, & it all crumbles in my four fingers (forefathers, flushers)' It 

demons crowd my night, making vision an arduous & trying thing. 


_ 


super vision, but an more ordinary kind. j 

i dont even know what i’m saying half the time, dont ;i 
know what its all about, & run screaming thru labyrinthine corridors of my cell-body-holy-ordering !| 
of things, grasping at flashes of light, which are bloody fish which disappear as i reach for their 
lantern cave-like eyes. j 

* i bend, god i bend, & sway on some solid foundation that i can no 
longer trace 'culturally religiously morally hereditarily or even by drinking tracer fluid & pound- j 
ing on a dark voyage thru my veins. i 

Maybe you should get away from 1360 before it caves in, move into a tomb, or a fish box, 

& pray from that kind of home. 1 worry for your safety & at the shark toothed tiger people, biting 
■ at your only flesh, & I sing to lose myself in total reality dream. 

1111 pee you inside of 5 days. If not the floating pieces of my body will drift over every¬ 
thing, a Jipe,blaalc rain of dust. 

- rfSfer Ci X X "'-VlX 'W.! 
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